48         THE THINGS WE ARE

He was talking wild nonsense. What did
all this argument of claim and submission
mean ? Who was to submit and to what ?
He was being dragged into a fairy-land. A
little too potent, a little too troublesome, for
a fairy-land. " He that loseth his life for
My sake shall save it/' How these sayings
kept cropping up! He mustn't be senti-
mental.

He had wandered haphazard, by instinct
always making for the open country and the
trees. Now they ended suddenly in a shame-
ful eruption of degraded streets, the metallic
screech of overhead tram-wires,

He got on to a tram, plunging almost into
the arms of the jaded conductor, " Does
this take me into the country ? "

*' Barnet, yer mean/' The conductor
pulled viciously at the bell (< This goes ter
th* Archway. Why the 'ell can't yer look ?
Think I've got nothing better ter do than
stop the bleedin' tram for, . /'

The whining, exasperated voice dwindled
away into the dusty afternoon, Mr* Boston
looked wearily after the disappearing tram.
He must not be sentimental

Another tram swung stridently up. This
time he saw the bright sign, " Archway/'